82                    A FLY ON THE WHEEL

cylindrical, tapering to the two ends. The exterior protection
to the earthenware was made of twine, twisted and woven in
strange patterns, and daubed with streaks of vermilion. The
patriarch and director of the assembly stood in the midst,
leaning on a staff, with long grizzled locks floating over Ms
shoulders as he chaunted the harvest song.

There was also a clown or funny-man, who stood beside the
patriarch and shot forth jests between strophe and anti-
strophe, yet reserving sufficient energy to lead the chorus with
fit and proper emphasis. From time to time he appeared
before my chair and favoured me with choice, but unfortu-
nately incomprehensible morceaux, rushing back with renewed
energy to posture and prank before the rows of dancers, to
whom he sang with wondrous accompanying waves of leg and
arm. The final measure of the dance imitated cutting the
corn, and was specially pretty, I entertained the whole party
with sweetmeats and strong waters, which I left them to enjoy
while I sought refuge from the hum and clatter in the quiet of
of my tent*